AN AUDIENCE OF ORANGE      9

" An Englishman asks audience of the
Prince 1 "

''Ay, ay, English ye call yourself,
Spaniard ye look," grumbled the servzng-
man I caught him by the collar

" Cordieu ? I a Spaniard, knave ? I,
John Newstead ? 's wounds ' Madre Dies !
Do I look a Spaniard **" I cried, raising
my whip.

" Well, ye swear like one/' he answered,
and the knave wnggled away

A moment later I was standing m an
inner room, fronting the man who had set
himself alone to meet the power of Spain,
the man who held out still though all his
country lay in the hollow of Alva's hand.
In truth, William of Nassau was a man
He sat there behind a table, with a fellow
at his elbow who eyed me askance as I
entered, and whispered low m his master's
ear The Pnnce did not answer, his
steady dark eyes sought mine, and he sat
with his fingers drumming on the table
watching me

"Nay, you look not like an assassin/*
he said quietly